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DR. STUDHOLMES DREAM

Thank heaven, it is over at last, and all
that I have to be thankful for is that the
worst has not bappened. How it has all
come about is stil! but & confused tangle in
my own wind. Only one thing stands out

clearly before me, aud that 1s the wretched |

dream whiech has been, in some mysterious
way, the cause of all that has followed.
Yes, it is as clear to my mind to-day as it
was a vear ago, when I dreamned it.

1 can see the bedroom, farnished with
every comfort and Juxary. The fire burns
Lrightly in the fireplace, and two fignres—
a man and & woman—move sbout the room.

They secin by their gestures to be holding
23 animated discussion. Yet I hear no
voice, no spoken word. Theyare evidently
unconscicus of my presence, and [ feel an
intense longing to let them kuow 1am

there, and to mediate between them, forl
can see clearly that they are engaged in a
quarrel. The man stands gazing iuto the
fire, his hands thrust into his pockets, and
a horrible, nervous twitch:ng about Lis
mounth and brow, which is rendered more
disagreeable by the flicker of the firelight.

The woman stands at her pier-glass, and 1
sce the retlection of her face thetein, lit up
by the wax toilet candles,

It is a veautiful face, and is rendered more
beantiful by the emotion which hea res the
bosom of its owner and sufluses her cheeks
with the life-Llood coursing through her
veins. Rieh masses of raven black bair
fall around ber shoalders, and form =
striking coutrast with their alabaster
whiteness, ~ 3 .

The man is tail and rather fair. His
forcbead is high and broad, and his whole
face of an intellectual and refined casu. Hia
hair and beéard are curly and of an auburn
tint.

Both maun and woman are in evening
dress.

As | stand gazing first at one and then at
the other, the two faces seem to burn their
lmages into my soul.

Presently the man turnstowardthe wom-
an, with a look of fierce anger on lhis face,
and, with outstretched hands, evidently ad-
dresses some words to her. A look of unut-
terable scorn comes over her face as she
rvplies, and the next moment, to my un-
speakable borror, he grasps her lovely
throat in bis powerful haund, and 1 can
see that he is choking her! 1 strive with
all my strength to speak or move to her as-
sistance, bat am paralyzed. At last, with
a fearful effort, | utter a piercing scream,
and wake—oh, with what thankfulness—to
find itis bat a dream. 211

Yes, only a dream, bat differing from all
dreams | ever dreamed beforeinthis one
respect, that every detail of it—the bed-
roons, the furniture, the facesof the actors—
are as clearas if | had seen them with my
bodily eyes but yesternight.

Long did that«dream baunt me,andIbad
to summon all my philosephy in order to
shake myself free from its morbid mfin-
euce sufticiently to devote my whole mind
to my patients.

But the two faces remained clear to my
wental visioa, and I often speculated upvcn
the chance of oTﬁv ever seeing their proto-

ty Ru in the 1l
"hat 1 am now going to write is a simple
record of facts. [ have no intention of pre-
tending to explain them. 1 can see plainly
enongh how certain links of the chain are
connected, but there is one wide gap which
baflies explanation.
A year had gone by since my dream, and
1 was awtending a conversazione at Guy’s
Hospital, given to commemorate tne open-

ing of the new win
(here was a mmt display of interesting
objects, and eapecially of microsco ax-

hibited by one of the principal makers, I
bad been for some moments peering into
one of these, when a gentleman standing at
the pextinstrument suid, evidently address-
ing myself: .

“Here is & remarkably good specimen of
the amaba, if you are interested in these
examples of primitive life.”

I raised my head from the microscope I
was examining aud turned toward the
speaker. No sooner had my eves rested
upon his face than 1 became aware that it
was the face of the man in my dream. Yes,
in every detail the same! [ was so stag-
gered by this discovery that [ stood rudely
staring in his face, until he said, politely:

“I beg your pardon. I have dismr{md
yon in yonr examinaiion of something
which, perhsfp. was more interesticg to
you than this little cha» under my glass.”

! stammered out scme excuse for my
rudeness, bent over his microscope, and
duly praised the specimen. This led to a
conversation, which sooa proved that we
were both interested in miscroscopy, and
us we were both alone at the conversazione
we wandered through the wards together
and talked “pollywogs” the whole evening.

He was a man of considerable culture—a
barrister, he told me, but fond of science,
particularly of microscopioc studies. 1 hap-
pened to have some rather good specimens
of my own, and as every microscopist is
“hail-fellow-well-met” wiili every other, [
asked him to visit me and see my collec-
tion. He came, and I returned the visit,
which led to a friendship between us and
frequent visits to each other’s houses.

One evonmﬁmy new acquaintance, whom
1 will eall Hennell, ealled upon me and
said he wished to take me to the house of a
friend, a certain West-end physician, who,
he said, bad a magnificent collection of
slides. 1 readily consented, and we were
8000 OD OUT WAY. O 1ok

Hennell was very communicative as we
walked along, and allowed his talk to take
a sowmewhat personal turn, which was un-
usual with him, as he rarely indulged in
nnythiniI bordering on egotism. He told
me that his visits to Dr. Warren’s bad an
nterest in them beyond that of “polly-
wogs,” as we called our animalcule, whic{.
in short, was notbing less than love for the
physician’s danghter, of whom he spoke in
the warmest terms of admiration.

“My dear Studholme, she is simply per-
fection in mind and person, as you will
readily admit,” seid he.

I replied that [ was quite prepared to see
a female paragon, as I knew that he was a
man who would not be easily satistied with
& woman.

We arrived at Dr. Warren’s, and by his
desire were shown into his stady, where
we found him already busy selecting some
of his choicest specimens for ouredification,
and we were soon all three deep in the ex-
amination of elides and living specimens
from the large glass bowl in which the
Doctor kept his live stoek.

An bour or so passed away, and we were
#o intent upon our-studies that 1 had not
observed the entrance of a fourth person
until 1 heard a soft, quiet voice say:

“Good evening, Mr. Hennell; and, if yon
are not too deep 1n the mysieries of rotifera
and other dreadful creatures, pray intro-
duce me to your friend.”

Hennell rose guickly from his microscope
with heightened color and axtended haud,

“Guod evening, Miss Warren; allow me to

uce to you Dr. Studholme.”

Great heavens! what strange fatality was
pursning me?! Standing before e, sure ay
death, was the woman of my dream! 1 felt
that my heart was standing still, and that
the blood had left my lips. I could see my
own condition reflec in the embarrass-
ment of the young lady befors me, and I
made a desperate effort to control myself
aud go through the formalities of an intro-
duction. The task was rendered more digi-
eult by the kvowledge on my part that
Hennell’'s keen eyes were fixed upon botn
of usand were taking in all that was pase.
ing. However, breeding. of course,
prevented his making any remark at the
time upon what must bave appeared
strange bebavior on my part, and Miss
Warren speedily recovered her composure
and invited us to come and take some re-
fieshment. ! g

“My father and 1 usually dine early, in

r that he may have a long evening with
his microscope, and so we 5_""’“"7 have a
t supper,” she explaine _ L

1 found myself seated opposite Miss War-
ren at table, and feit the strange [ascina-
tion of her face—a fascination whick owed

ts power in my case less to her beauty,
which was undoubtedly remarkable, than
to the iasistence of my brain in tracing the
likeness between the woman of my dream
and the liviug and breathing womau befors
e,

1 ced from time to time at Hennell,
: more than once c.ll‘h: hll)' :c::_ltlllil-
-Ing gaze fixed u me eére he Ha« ime to

drop his ayelidn.po-:d this increased my em-
barrassment, so that 1 must bave shonebut
y in the conversation which enlivened
. supoer-table, and in which Miss War.
ren took pars in a mander which fally
Justitied all that Hennell bad said of her
Supper over, we retired to the Doctor’s
and bad our pipes and sowe

m then M. our hoﬂt .diﬁuo
my strange bebavior on mv introduc.

our
- balf jocular)
R34 it feututively Lhat (53t was Lot our

first meeting, and that I was probably an
old samirer of the hdg.

I tried to enter into his jocular mood, bat
conld not. My mind would revert to the
dream and its already partial fulfilment,
and [ asked myself a hundred times whether
I ought not to tell Hennell what was pass-
ing 1o my thoughts. Meantime my dis-
tracted manner gradually told upon him
also, and he became silent as we paced
along together. On reaching his chambers
I put out my band and said: “*Good night.”

“*Good night, Studholme! but I am afraid
it is either ‘love at first sight’ with you—in
which case 1t is awkward for me—or else
Miss Warren has mesmerized Jou and for-
gotten to wake you up again.

I tried to'laui off the impeachment, but
there was no genuine hilarity in my laugh,
and Hennell saw that there was none.
However, he took no faurther notice of my
mood, and I left him and sought my own
house. 1 am a bachelor, and gstting well
on toward the forties—an age when & man
ought to bave some judgment if he is ever
to bave any; yet when | sat that night by
the fire in my study, and pufied hard at that
aid to reflection, my pipe, I could not for
the life of me determine on my course of
action with regard to my friend and his
sweetheart,

I got dowu Abererombie and read his
chapter on “Dreams,” and the strange coin-
cidences which sometimes wmay be traced
between the dream and su uent events
—coincidences which in many gases can be
explained by antecedent events, and which
in other cases only exist between some of
:he circnmstances of the dream and the

acts.

Still my mind came back to the question.
How was it that I should see those two
faces so clearly in my dream—faces which,
to my know!ledge, 1 had never seen before
in this world? Andeven if | had seen them
in the great hnman tide that surges aronnd
us, [ must haveseen them at separate times.
Why, then, shonld they associate them-
selves in that horrible fashion in my dréam?
And why should 1 afterward find their pos-
sessors already linked by the bond of love,
and drawing near to the state which wouid
make the fulfillment of my dream at least a
possibility? A possibility? Nay, a cértain-
tv, whispered some strange voice with-
in me.

Good heavens! What shouid I do? IfI
spoke to Miss Warren of thematter I might
awaken in her mind fear and distrust
w hich would have ne more solid founda-
tion than a foolish dream and a strange co-
incidence. If1 were silent, and by another
“strange coincidence” the dream shonld Le
realized to its horrible end, I should stand,
in my own eves, as an acceasory before the
event.

I could see nothing clearly, and like most
nien of a contemplative rather than an act-
ive cast of mind, I resolved to let matters
drift and trust to events to decide my final
course of action,

Meantime my acquaintance with the War-

§ rens progressed, owing to the persistent in-

vitations of the Doctor to spend time with
him in his study over the microscope. 1
saw the approaching fulfil!lment of Hen-
nell’s engagement with Miss Warren, and
watched carefully the indications of the
man’s character. He seemed to me to have
i _!anuruns nature and a well-balanced
mind,

I munaged once or twice to get him to
talk about himself, and gave him my opin-
ion of his character and temperament, fin-
1shing with a anlo!inm upon his self-com-
mand, instances of which [ had seen on
more than one occassion in our rambles to-
Fother. “My dear fellow,” replied he,
“you have now touched a very weak spot
in my nature. ‘In the days of my youth,’
as Father William remarks, 1 was notori-
ous for the violence ot my temper, which
used to seize me like a whirlwind and
whisk me away I scarcely knew whither.
Nothing but a certain development of the
rational faculty and devotion to patient
work at my microseope has enabled me to
gain enough self-control to be tolerably
certain of myself under at least ordinary
provocation. Whether I should still stand
firm under extraordinary provocation,
heaven only knows!”

This conversation disturbed me greatly.
The man was, without doabt, too generous
and lofty of mind to commit a deliberate
wrong, bat, by his own admission, he had

a passionate nature whieh, like a vicious |

horse, might at any moment bolt with his
rider and bring disaster either nfon him-
self or another. What other? Might it
not be on the woman of my dream—the
woman of his choice, which was one and
the same in my mind.

Again [ debated in my mind whether I
should warn this girl and tell her my
dream, and again I shrank from meddling
with other people’s atfairs; and lo! while I
hesitated, fave sealed the match, and I was
called upon to act as “best man” tomy

friend.

This constituted me “the friend of the
family,” and I was a constant visitor at
their house at Barnes. )

It was about six months after their mar-
riage that an event occurred which awoke
within me once more the horror of my
dream. §

I bad dined with Heonell and his wife,
and he and I had strolled into the garden
to smoke our cigars.

“Come and have a look at the stables, old
fellow,” said Hennell, leading the way in
that direction. .

As we approached the building we could
see a light burning in one of the stables,
and could hear a hubbub, as if one of the
horses were careering about the stable.
Hennell and I ran to the window, through
which we could see a m striking one of
the horses viciously about the legs with the
nandle of astable fork. I'he mare (whick
it appears was Heuncll's favorite bhck)
seomed almost mad with fear and excite-
ment.

I tarned to Hennell, and the sight ¢f his
face appalled me, so full of evil passion
was it. Without a word, he rushed to the
stable door, threw it open, and, seizing a
heavy huntingcrop with hisright hand and
the s throat with his left, he rained
on his body a shower of blows which cur-
dled my blood to see. *~ At iast 1 sprang for-
ward and seized the whip from behind himn
as he raised it for further blows, and, being
myself tolerably athletic, I man to re-
lax his grasp of the aroom, who fell all of a
heay in the corner.

Hennell’'s eyes turned to mme, and the
fire in them faded into & haunted lovk, He
shook like a leaf as he stammered forth
broken apologies for his violence.

“She ismy favorite mare, Studholme, gen-
tle as a child, and the brute struck her with
that thing while she could neither retaliate
nor fiy!”

“All right, old fellow, I dare say he de-
served what he has got,” I replied, "‘but
do you go into the house and leave him two
me

“‘No; Iam a greater fool than he! I have
given way to passion such as no doubt in-
fluenced him, and I have less excuse—God
Lhelp me!” and he turned and left the
stables, with bis hands covering his face,

I tielped the groom to rise, and saw him
safely into the servants’ quarters, where he
would wo doubt be attended to by his fel-
lows; and I then songht Hennell in the
drawing-room. He was not there; but Mrs,
Hennell sat there, some embroidery in her
ands, and a placid smile on her face.

“Well, yon have finished your cigars;
but where is Frank?”’

Again that dream forced itself before me,
I pictured to myself Hennell grasping the
groom’s throat, while ten thousand devils
looked out from his eyes, and I thought,
“Had it been her throat and no one near to
save her!”

Whoy should I not warn her as to her
husband’s tewper, and either tell her my
dream or at least beseech her to guard
aga: nsi arousing his passion?

trembled with excitement, but I strove
to be calm, and, taking her hand in mine,
had just began wy task of telling ber of
what bad passed in the stables when the
door opened and Hennell entered,

1 was in so nervous a state that I have no
doubt 1 looked altogether confused, and
Mrs. Hennell herseif was acitated by my
manner and my opening words, begging
her to listen ealmly to what I was about to

say.

i’lonnell looked keenly at both of us, but
said no word, and, after a little forced con-
versation between myself and Mrs. Hen-
nell, I begged to be exeunsed, and retired to
my roouw, as [ was staying with them for
the night.

I retired to my room, bat not to rest. I
was too excited to think of sleep, so 1 drew
an easy chair in front of the fire which
burned briskly in the grate, and sat down
to ponder over the events of the day. I
had had & long ride with Hennell during
the afterncon, as a snecial holiday, and 1

# was physically tired, so that nature; aided

by the warmth aund comfort of the room,
asserted her rights, and 1 fell asleep. How
long 1 sleept I do not know, but long
enough to dream again the dream of a year
nzo, sud once more 1 suffered the agony of
sesing the man seize the woman by the
thiroat, but this time he suddenly east ber
from him. and she fell heavily upon the
floor. 1 heard the sound of her f[all, and
spraug up, wide awake, und an_irresistible
impulse moved me to seize the lamp and
rush to the landing.

There I was met face to face by Hennell, |

and, mereiful heaven! what a face was
his! It seemed to wear the stamp of years

of agony.

“For God’s sake, come with me, Studholde
—my wife is dying or dead!” were his words,
as he led me into his bedroom.

There, on the floor, in front of her toilet-
table, lay his wife in her dressing-gown,
which was open at the breast, and her
m tresses fell in all their glory over her

I kn«lt beside her and laid my hand on ber
heart. Thank heaven, it still beat, though
her face and lips were ashy pale. As 1 bent
Jow to see if she breathed. I saw by the
light of the toilet eandles three distinct
finger marks upon her snow-white throat,
it was all true, then—he had tried to strangle

er‘

. Hennell himself stood in front of the fire
in o aazed condition, twining his fingers
together like a puzzled child. In & harsh
voice I bade him get some brandy, and
meant.me bathed his wife’s forehead with
cold water. She was evidently stunned by
the fail, and must have struck her head
agninst some pieces of furniture in falling.
There were no real signs of asphyxia,
thank Heaven! and I knew she wonld
speedily recover conscionsness; so, having
adnnnistered to her a little of the brandy
which Hennell brought, and witne the
first deep breath which harbingered re-
turniug consciousness, | u!ip?ed out of the
room, whispering to Hennell to come to
me for frrther instructions later on, He
eame to my room half an honr after, and,
iu reply to my inquiry as to how fared his
wife, he said in a lew, broken voice:

“*Better, better than 1 deserve—God help
me!” and, sinking into a chair, gave way to
such violent weeping that, in spite of the
hardness at my heart just then, I fairly
pitied the man.

I spoke sharply to him, as he was hyter-
ical, and bade him pull himself together
and act the man, but he replied, in despair:

“I am no longera man. !have laid hands
upon a woman, and she the noblest and
trnest woman that ever stepped on God's
earth!” He would have told me all, there
and then, but [ would not listen, and bade
kim return to his wife and wateh her with
carve until she slept,

Poor devil! he did wateh, as I afterward
learned from his wife: for when she was
awakened by the sun streaming through
the window-blinds., be was still sitting be-
fore the empty fire-place, his face buried in
his hands and his elbows resting on his
knees. At her tirst movement (so she told
me) he rose from his seat and knelt by lier
bedside, declaring he would never rise
again until be had received pardon, and of-
fering thero and then to go away, if she so
degired, forever, leaving her house and
grounds and half his fortune. I need scarce-
ly esay that he was forgiven, and did not go
away, and that in truth this gtrange and
violent scene, and the bitter repentance
which followed on Hennell’s part, only
bound husband and wife in closer ties.

I heard the whole story afterward from
Hennell's own lips—how that the row with
the groom had thrown him entirely off’ his
balance and let loose the demon of passion
which had long been chained up. One
devil loosehad brought in another for com-

any, viz., jealousy, and he had charged
is wife with dishonorable relations with
myself. The scorn with which shetreated
the charge, being too prond even to rebut
it, - had maddened him, and he had
actually seized ber by the throat, when she
atogpod backward, and, her foot ecatching
in her dressing gown, she full, and was
stunned by the fall. )
us had my dream been realized, real-
ized partly by its own baleful influence
upon minlf and others; but there still re-
muins the mystery—why did 1 see those
two faces in my dream? Why were they
associated together in the dream, as they
were afterwards in reality?! I confess it
bas shaken my skepticism as regards the
things “notdreamed of inour philosophy.”

POURSUIVANT,

It is all explained at last, and I can still
dispense with the aid of the supernatural.
Last night we were gathered together
round riennell’s fireside—a motley group of
authors, artists and scientists, such as Mrs.
Hennell loved to bring together.

The conversation turne’ on art in general
and pictures in particular. _ :

“Did you see Van Hagen’s weird exhibi-
tion last year?” asks yonng Lawrence, the
artist. ““There was one ghastly picture of
a man strangling 8 woman in a bedroom.”
My thoughts at once rnshed to Hennell and

his wife, and I trembled for the result of
the speech: but both husvand and wife
were calm as a summer's night—they had
baried the past foroever,

*“The only thing in the picture whiech
pleased me,” continued the speaker, ““was
the painting of the furniture and surround-
ings in the room, and the reflection of the
woman in a large cheval glass. Hello! old
fellow, got 'em again!” snadenly exclaimed
theirreverent young fellow, addressing my-
self, and at that moment I caught sight of
myself in the mirror of a sideboard; I was
as a man who bad seen a ghost.

“Go on,” I eried; “describe the picture in
detail.” Lawrence did so, and the whole
company listened with heightened interest
to his description.

Then I tarned to Hennell and asked:

*“Did yon visit that exhibition?”

“Certainly, and Edith with me; it was
shortly after our engagement.”™

*And did vou see that pictnre?”

“We did, undonbtedly, for 1 had to drag
Edith away from it at last. She scemod
fascinated by it.”

“What was about the date of your visit
to the exhibition?”

“Well, I happen to know the date exact-
ly, as it was the date of our annnal dinner
at the Clab. June 27, 18-—.”

“Then I have solved the mystery!” I
cried, with great excitement.

“Highly lntemtl_mi.” quoth Griggs, the
theosophist, “‘especially if we happen to
know what the mystery is!”

Thereupon 1 had to relate the story, the
details of which are known to the reader,
omitting, of course, the strange sequel.

“Very extraordinary!” exclaims Griggs,
now serious and on the scent of whatﬁm
81 a fresh exhibition of things be-
hind the veil, “‘and no doubt explicable by
occult science.”

“There is a much easier explanation than
that, my friend,” 1 replied. I was at that
exuibition, and stood before that picture
long enough to get its details impressed
upoun my brain. As I tarned away, Hen-
nell and his lady-love, now our honored
and beloved hostess, (with a bow to Mys.
Hennell), also stood in frontof that picture,
aud, although then unkunown to me, their
striking and handsome conntenances (with
another bow to host and hostess) made an-
other, thongh unconscious, iuipression on
my brain.”

_ "On your heart, old man,” chimed in the
incarrigible Griggs. ’

“I left the exhibition, and on reaching
home was called at once to see one of my
wealthy patients. I ought to say my one
wenlth}' patient, for such he was at that
time. It wasa bad case, and I had to sit
up with bim all night, and for several days
l.wu in constant attendance upon my pa-
tient. and scarcely had a night’s rest.

“Then I got a whole night’s rest, and
near morning dreamed my dream; bnt,
owing to the vagaries which the mind plays
in dreams, while retainingintact the vision
of the room 1n the picture I caused the man
and wife in the J)ictura to change faces
with the ladv and gentleman who were
lo«lmfk'i’ng upon it at the same time as my-
" -

“Then Hennell did not murder yon,
all, Mra. Hennell?” cried anrenc’:s.  eer

“No, by the grace of God!” rephed Hen-
nell, with & solemnity only understood by
two persous present—his wife and myself.

~The Cornhull Magazine.

Outcast.
Woman and man, cast out
krom the garden of the Lord,—
Before theum, aanger and doubr,
Behiud them, the flaming sword,—

Garze in each other's eyes:
Lo! what ontweighs the ban?—
“We have hope,” the woman cries,

“We have Jove,” the word of the man.
~E8olomon Solis-Cohen, in Se ptember Lippinoott.
——— e ———— - -~
In the Employ of the City.
Seattle Presa.

Sometimes men who have been in the em-
ploy of the city are extremely loath to state
in what partionlar department they have
been employed, When the man Gallagher
was being examined by Coroner Smart on
a charge of murder, the following conver-
sation took place between the coroner and
the witneas:

Coroner—Where did you work last?

Witness—1 was :-mpln{od by the city.,

“In what department?!”

*1 worked on tae streeta.”

“What did you leave for?”

“I was discharged.”

“What were you discharged for?”

“My tume was up. I was n the chain

nu&ﬂ
“Oh!” Ana the coroner proceeded teo
guestion the witness ou auother line,

READING FOR SUNDAT.

P
Christas Consolator.

Beside the dead T knelt for prayer,
And felt a presence as 1 prayed,

Lo! It was Jesus standing there.
He smiled: *Be not afraid!™

“Lord, thou hast conquered death, we know;
Restore again to life,” I said,

““This one whe died an hour axo.”
He smiled: “She is not dead!”

“Asiecep, then, as thyself didst say,
Yet Thou canst Jilt the lids that keep
Her prisoned eyes from ours away!
He smiled: “She doth not sleep!™

“Nay, then, tho' haply she dowake,
And look upon some fairer dawn,
Restore her to our hearts that achel”

He smiled: “She is not goue!”

*‘Alas! too well we know our ioss,
Nor hope again our joy to touch
Until the stream of death we eross.”

He swiled: *There is no such!™

“Yet our helovea -eem so far,

The while we yearn to feel them near,
Albeit with Thee we trust they are.”

Heo smiled: “And [ am here!”

“Dear Lord, how shall we know that they
Srill walk unseen with us and Thee,
Nor sleep, nor wander far awayi”
He smiled: “Abide in me!”

—Rossiter W, Raymond, in the Boston Journal

International Sunday-School Lesson for Sept.
14, 1890,
uPﬂ.}_nmLz or THE Pouxps. (Luke xix,
—as bs)
Giolden Text.—Unto every one whick hath
shall be given. (Luke xix, 26.)
HOME READINGS,

M.—Parable of the pounds ......Luke xix, 12-27,
Tu.—The talents. w..covveeew.. Matt, xxv, 14-23,
W.—The talents.......ceceve--...Matt, xxv, 24-30.
Th.—Spiritnal gifts I Cor. xii, 1-11.
F.—Variety of gifts.............Rom. xii, 1-9,
Sa.—Service despised Mal. iil, 13-18.
Su.—Fajthful service...........Luke xii, 41-48,

WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES.
The Independent.

Men have never ceased supposing that the
world is coming to an end at a certain set

.date, and that the kingdem of God is at

hand. lu spite of Christ’s solemn assertion
that no man knoweth the day or the hour,
the pious crank continnes, from year to
year, to calculate his never-failing predic-
tions, and to invite foolish followers to
make ready for the last trump. Let the

end of tue world take care of itself. In

spite of all the beautiful allegories of rev-
elation to give a physical basis of our fond
imagination, heaven is more of a state than
a “iace. No man can say that heaven is

“here” at the exclusion of “‘there.” The
modern conception of Christianity is the
most spiritual. We believe now that the
life of the spirit makes its own heaven, and
that the proverly educated heart finds its
heaven if it so wills. To have a friend we
must make one. To have a heaven we
must make it. It can be here on earth; it
must be here if we expect to have it in and
carry it to the hereafter. e

The parable of the poundsissofamiliar to
the Sunday-school scholar and teacher that
many may despair of ﬁtting' this old gar-
went apon new life. But ability is ever a
matter of interest, and its wise direction
has always been worthy of ocenpying the
highest intelligence. kKvery one has the
ability to acquire ability; and to stimulate
the acquirement of solid virtues will come
natural to the Bible student to-day.

But most people have not the talents
given them to trade with. “This one
thing I do” Is praetical wisdom. It is bet-
ter to do the one thing well a person has a
natural fitness for than to putter over the
things in a half-hearted, mediocre manner.
Still character is nat single faceted; it isto
be polished in more than a dozen different
angles. This parable teaches us that there
are many graces, each important and each
to be acquired. These, when they are
added to the person, will fit more for the
kingdom of heaven than dresses from Worth
or jewels from Tiffany.

It is not always the best endowed man
who makes the greatest success in life.
Given a man who is clever enough to make
a good doctor, or clergyman, or merchant
or burglar, and the chances are that he will
make a failure unless he has the genius of
success added or cenltivated, namely
dngﬁed. persistent work. It is the same
in the spiritual field; mere ability is not
enough. 1o be a sauccessful Christian one
must persistently put one’s good morals
out to usury that there may be a steady
increment of character and not a deficit at
the end of each day.

The world has snade the awful mistake
we hope, for the last time in calling God
hard and austere. Really, it is scarcely re-
spectfnl to the Deity to model his char-
acter after that of his saubjects; anthro-
pomorphismm has reached its final gross-
ness' when it astributes to God man’s
worse rather than his better passions. A
hard, austere man is not a good man.
But God is good. Therefore, logically and
simply, enough. he has only the good

ualities, and those in a divine fulluess.

od is not bhard, He is all that is joyful.
and brig:t, and gende, nud_forgiviqg. and
loving, and merciful. God is the light of
the world, not the darkness.

Retribution is a thing we know nothing
about. We do not know how it works in
any one case. No man on earth can say to
his neighbor or to a resident of Tartary:
“You are to be damned, and yon saved.”
But we do know that it is the part of utter
folly to neglect wutterly one’s spiritual
opportunities, trusting to come ount all
right. Does a boat come out all right in o

ale with no engine, or sail, orrudder?

'ry it an see. We also know that it is the
better part of wisdom to improve the
world and one’s self with every chance,
and to see that chances come to hand.
God is a reasonable being. Why should he
make a good spirit out of a willful one?
God cannot condemn asaint. But God is
not man. All things are possible with God.

Of General Interest.

Misa Cusack, “‘the nun of Kenmare,” it is
reported, will probably become a deacon-
ness in the Methodist Church in Chicago or
Cincinnati.

The annual meeting of the National Asso-
ciation of Loecal Preachers of the United
States will be held in Taylor University,
Fort Wayne, Ind., Oect. 4-7.

The next annual convention of the Na-
tional Woman’s Christian Temperance
Union will be held in Trinity Charch. At-
lanta, Ga., beginning on Nov. 14.

“The enrollment plan” is a movement
among the Protestant Episcopalians of this
country to raise $1.000,000 for missions, do-
mestic and foreign, from 200,000 contribu-
tors at $5 each.

On Sept. 6 Rev. Dr. George F. Pentecost,
of Brooklyn, sailed on an evangelistic mis-
sion to India. He and a dozen others will
begin work in Caleutta, moving thence
from mission station to station.

Great preparations are being made for
the Methodist General Conference to be
hgld in Montreal next month. The follow-
ing are some of the subjects that will be
discussed: "Collegﬁa Federation,” *General
Superintendeut—Shall there be One or
Two!” “FExtension of Ministerial Term
from Three to Five Years,” “Centenary of
Methodism 1n Canada, 1801,” “The Institu-
tion of the Order of Deconesses.”

There rre now over 400,000 children en-
rolled in the Sunday-schools of Missouri,
but there ought to be a good many more in
view of the fact that there are still 550,000
children of school age in the State who are
not receiving such instruction. The Sun-
day-school is one of society’s most efiective
sajeguards, and it should be encouraged
and assisted by all good citizens.—St. Louis
Globe-Democrat.

The Bishop of Ohio (Protestant Episco-
pal) bhas formally reauested the Rev. How-
ard MacQueary to remnonuce holy orders
in the Episcopal Church, and Mr. Mac-
Queary has formally refused to doso. It
will be remembered that Mr. MacQueary
some little time ago wrote & bhook, entitled
*“The Evolution of Man and Christianity,”
which was denounced as heretical by the
orthodox Episcopalians. The next step now
will be s trial by his ecclesiastical su-
perior, the Bishop of Ohio.

The recent missionary conference at

Shanghai, China. adopted the following
preamble and resolution:

Whereas, Dr, Martin, in his paper entitled “An-
cestral Worship — a Plea for Toeleration,” has
renched the conelusion “that missfonaries should
refrain from any interference with the native
mode of honoriug ancestors, and leave the ref-
ormation of the systein to the infinence of di-
vine truth when it gets o firmer hold on the na-
tion’s mind,”

Kesolved, That this conference records its dis-
sent from this conclusion, and aflirms its belief
that idolatry is an esscutial constituent of ances-
tral worship.

The committee of nine chosen to investi-
gate the methods of the executive oflicers
of the American Board of Commissioners
for Foreign Missions, which has been sitting
in the Congregational House, Boston, has

finished its labors for the present. The ses-
sions were occupied with the reading of
reports of our»oomn;inou and acting
upon the same. The proceedings were
secret, and the committee refuses todivulge
its action. It 1s understood, however, that
harmony prevailed. Itis said other sub-
committees were appointed to report at a
session to be held in Boston, Sept. 23, with
a vutn_w to tinal action at the annual board
meeting.

Thoughts for the Day.
Pray to God at the beginning of thy
works, that thou mayst bring Igohﬂ)l
good conclusion.—Xenophon.

He who is not willing to stoop, will never
rescue the perishing, and he who refuses to
lose his life, will never find it among God’s
saints.—H. M. Booth.

Longing desire prayeth always, though
the tongue be siient. If thou art ever long-
ing, thou art ever praying. When staye
prayer! When desire groweth cold.—St.
Augustine,

He lives long that lives well, and time
misspent is not lived, but loet. Besides,
God 1s better than His promise if He takes
from him a long lease and gives him a free-
hold of a better value.—Fuller.

Who has a greater combat than he that
laboreth to overcome himself! This ought
to be our endeavor: To conqner ourselves
and daily wax stronger and to make a
further growth
a’'Kempis.

G~ —

Years Ago.

T was once young: ah me! ah me!
How long ago it used to be!
And when its far-off glory seems
So like the heaven of my dreams,
And palsied memory iu vain
Persuades me of my youth again,
Time shakes hia hour-glass in wmy face,
Whets his old scythe with solemn grace,
And whispers me in accents low:

“Son, that was years aKo,
Long years and years ago.’

I am nedoid—and yet, and yet,
Would that sometiines one might forget,
When life was younghow that sweet time
Made wrinkies and gray hairs a crime.
Now, like a newly-kin b
If love leaps up with fresh desire,
Time bends him down with rude grimace,
Blows the cold ashes in my face
And chuckles while the cinders glow,
“Son, that was years ago,
Loug years and years ago.”
—Edwin 8, Hopkins, in Judge.
——a

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

—
She Painted the Lily.

Her cheek was pressed
Against my vest,

'T was white—the latter.
She raised her head,

The veat was red,
Her cheek—no matter!

—Emith & Gray's Monthly.

Extremely Doubtful,
BSmith & Gray’s Monthly.
First Rector—Is your congregation going
to raise your salary this coming vear.
Second Rector—Well, I don’t know; tl'l:r
haven’t tinished raising my last yetr‘l -
ary yet.

ia bholiness.—Thomas

In Lieu of Cash.
Judge.

“Why did your Ksmnu call you George
Washington Smith?”’ asked a woman of a
little rag urchin.

“’Cos they thonﬁht a good name was bet-
ter’'n great riches.

A New Excuse,

Judge,

She—Have you been drinking againt

He—No, m’ love éhic). :

She—Well. how do you account for your
present condition? -

He—I'fancy I must have been (hic) hyp-
notized.

—_——

Had to B~ Healthy.
Texas Biftings.

Horse-dealer—Yon had better bn
horse. Colonel.
healthier animal! -

Cclonel Jones—I believe it. If he hadn’t
been healthy all his .ife he never could
have lived so long.

the
You will never tfind a

End of the Summer Play.
Frank Leslie's Weekly.

He—Shall ! see you in the city?
She—Shall youn wear your blazer there?
He—Why, certainly not.

She—Then 1 shall not be able to recog-
nize you. Iam very near-sighted and the
sombre colors of winter do not catch my
eye.

At a Richmond Reception.
Jodge,

Mrs. Roanoke—My de-e-ar Mrs, Fitzlee,
I’ve been trying to getover to you the whole
evening. hat is the matter with the
colonel

Mrs. Fitzlee—The poor, dear fellow is so-o0
miserable! He left his plug-tobacco at
home, and our host chews fine-cut.

An Average Store.
FPuok.

Modish Lady—I wish to look at some—
some pnderclothing.

Floor-walker—Yes, madam. Mr. Counter!
attend to this lady, please.

Bashful Gentleman—Have you men’s un-
dergarmer.ts!

Floor-walker—Yes, sir. Miss Psyche! this
way, pleass,

Light An Antigue, \

Snooper—I'm something of a biliomaniae,
Miss Yellow. What is that large book on
the table, if I may ask?

Miss Yellow—Oh, that isonr family Bible.
It has the record of my birth in it.

Snooper (much interested)—MightI look
at it?! Those very old Biblesare frequently
valuable.

gRe The Old Man a Match for Him.
Old Scadds (wrathfully)-Why, since
ou've been to college you've done nothin
utkd'i’uingui-h yourself as an all-roun

“rake!”

‘dYoung Scadds—So did the great Alecibi-

es.
Old Scadds—Yes; but Alcibi
Greek, and you don’t! BRI K

O Woman! Woman!
New York Sun.

“Nhy am I afraid of mice?” asked the
Vassar girl. *“Because they are very dan-
ﬁerous beasts. I know of a mouse that

nocked a man down and bit his leg off.”

. “H’m!” said Chappie, desirous of chang-
mgyt’}m subject. *How do you like Steven-
son

“Not at all. He's toc imaginative. I’'m a
regular Howells realist.”

Safe to Speak Freely.
Light. -

De Timide—I had an interview with Col.
Bluster this morning, and I can tell yon I
spoke to him plainly, and told him just
what I think of his conduect,

Bronson—1 don’t know how you wvent-
ured to do it. Didn’t the Colouel try to
whip vouf

De Timide—No. You see, it was over the
telephone that I spoke to him. A

Hide Tommy Sometimes.
Jeweler's Circular.

Mr. Dashboard Foore the other evening
invited a few friends to dinner. During the
repast, Howells, one of the guests, while
roaring over one of Poore’s bon mots, acci-
dentalf]y knocked ome of those fasifionable
hoek-glasses off the table and it smashed
upon the fidor. No one seemed to take
notice of the incident except Tommy, the
precocious pride of his mother’s heart, who
exclaimed: *“Oh, mamma, it's one of those
glasses we borrowed from Mr. Robinson

next aoor.”

’ Too Much for Faith.
New York Weekly.

Mr. Greatfaith—Please, mum, my wife’s
took sick, and as me and her is very religi-
ons, we want ye to come an’ pray fer her.
We know y'r prayers has cured many a one
afore, and we both has an abidin’ faith in
th’ power o’ prayer to cure all diseases wich
us poor sinful mortals is——

Faith Curist—l1 will go to her at once.
One dollar, please. My terms are strictly
cash in advanoce.

Mr. Greatfaith—Oage dollar?! Hang y'r
faith cnre! 1 kin git areg’lar doctor for
two dollars,

A Practical Experiment.
Jewelers' Circuiar.

Fledgely—I have loved you, Alice, these
—these two weeks! you love me in
return?

Alice—I do not know, Mr. Fledgely, but
we will see. In the Prin 8 new k

.“Love, Loving, Loved,” is the :
“When Algernon Duvhar oncil'clﬂf, as an
:‘qnamr. Marigold’s dainty finger with the

©

licate tillet of gold,- her heart leaped into

her eyes, her soul quivered like an aspen
leaf, and then she knew she Joved him.”

1f while vyou are putting on the ning 1

| undergo the same sensations, 1 will be able
to asunwer your guestion mare completely.

L]

|

ﬁ

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

Ten ordinary eggs will weigh a pound.

An Athens, Ga., man has a Spanish coin
that bears date of 1218

The collective length of the London
streets would reach over 82,000 miles.

Land is three hundred times as valuable
now as it was two hundred years ago.

The Japs administer the oash by centting
the witness’s fiuger and taking blood to
seal the swear.

The Falls of Niagara carry down 10,000,-
000 cubic feet of water per minute, equal
to about 2,000,000 horse power.

Among the new settlers in Oklahoma sre
a man and his wife who are, respectively,
soven feet seven inches and six feet in
height,

Buffalo has afirm named Irish & En-
glish. What is. equally carions, Mr. En-
glish is an Irishman and Mr. Irish an En-
glishman,

The largest reservoir or artificial wank in
the world is the at tank of Dhetar,
twenty miles sontheast of Udaipur, 1n
India. It covers an area of twenty-one
square miles.

Into a peach tree on his place at Napa,
Cal., Romichard Wylie has grafted dif-
ferent varieties of stone fruit nntil now he
gathers from it almonds, plums and three
Kinds of peaches.

A convent at Rome, wherein malavia long
raged, 18 now completely rid of the disease,
and its Aisappearance is attributed solely
to the pianting of thonsands of eucalyptus
trees about the grounds.

Farmer Cross, of Santa Rosa, Cal., turned
a valuable mare into a field, last Thursday,
in which was pastured g Durham bull. The

‘animals got into a fight, and the mare was

killed, She was worth $500.

The Presbyterians of Spokane recently
sold their churech to a man who at once
started a saloon in the basement, and now
there is seen a beer sign on the cornerof a
tine structare with a tall stecple on it.

The income derived by French people

who rear fowls, according to official re-
turns, is 337,100,000 francs, of which 158,-
500,000 francs represent the -value of the
flesh and 183,600,000 franos that of the eges.

Ap ordinarily hard question for house-
wives to solve, “How to clean gilt {rames?”
is answered in this week’s Scientific Ameri-
can, The method advised is simple, too,
consisting in washing the frames with

r.

Canton, Me,, must be a fortunate town.
Having no otheruse for their jail the select-
men have rented i1t to a man for a shoe-
maker’s shop. The tenant, however, kbe:‘rs
a cell or two in readiness in case somebody
should lapse from virtue.

Artesizn wells have developed snch an
abundart turply of water in the desert of
Sahara that French engineers are confident
of being able to extend their railroad to a
distance of a week’s journey from Algeria
right through the desert.

An interesting fact just ascertained by
government observers is that at the ox-
tremitiea of Long Island sound the tide be-
gins tc flow inward near the bottom one
and one-half hour before it begins to flow
in the same direction at the surface of the
water, :

Niles, Mich., has a citizen who has never
n outside of the city, never in a rail-
road car, never subscribed for a paper, never
been to church, naver attended a theater,
and it is safe to wager a small fortune that
he doesn’t know enough to go 1 when it is
raining. :

The body of Eddie Fisher lies buried be-
neath the sands in " Torch lakes, Michigan.
Search for the bml,;I proved unsuccessful,
for the Calumet & Heegla stamp-mills dis-
charge into the Iake in three duys enoogh
sand to cover an acre two feet deep, and his
little body is there buried forever,

A Flushiong, Mich., farmer, one of gnber-
natorial candidate Partridge’s neighbors,
put s five-dollar gold piece in the fare-box
of one of the Saginaw streset cars by mis-
take. He did not miss the coin until he
got home, and then wrote to the company
about it. He received a postal note for
$4.95.

“Man wants but little here below” iscer-
tainly the motto of some natives in India.
A man of forty bring recently examined be-
fore a magistrate at Bangalore, stated that
he earned daily a guarter o an annalabout
14d) by bottling dgingar beer, and that he
was gnite satisticd with his wages and po-
sition,

The eves of insects are immovable, and
many of them seem cut into a multitunde of
facets like the facets of a diamond. Each
of these facets is supposed to possessthe
powers of a trneeye, uwenhoek counted
3,181 of them in the cornea of a beetle, and
over eight thousand in that of & common
horsefly. -

The Island of Tristan, in the south At-
lantio, is inhabited by eighty people, the
patriarch of the party—Pecter Green, a ver-
itable Robinson Criiso—having been there
for fifty-two years.” He has just sent a let-
ter complaining that some of the grown-up
children show & desire to leave their Jovely
island home.

People have no 1dea of the fatal speed of
express trains. It is a common thing to see
their buffers bespattered with blood aftera
long and quick run. The noise of their
approach distarbs the small birds from the
hedgerows, and as they tly across the line
along comes the thunderer at a speed of
which they have no conception and dashes
them to pieces.

A curious flower has been discovered on
the Istbmus of Tehnante Its chief pe-
cnliarity is the habit of changing its colors
daring the day. Inthe morning it is white;
when the sun is at its zenith it is red, and
at night it is blue. The red, whiteand bLlue
flower grows on a tree about the size of a

guava tree, and only at noon does it give _

out any perfume.

In the province of Perm, in Russia, there
has just &uaod away a remarkable person,
Stefan Aberjew by name, in his 110th year.
The viliage priest, who has known the old
man for the past thirty years, states that
be had mnever seen him sober since his
eightieth birthday. Toward the end of his
life he drank over a qunart of corn brandy
a day. lle was never 1ll in his life.

The average life of a rabbjtt is put at
about nine years. The doemay have young
eight times a year, averaging eight each
time. The first litter is produged when but
four months old. The progressions based on
these figures lead to astonishing results.
For three vears the poasible progeny of two
rahbits has been calenlated at over 13,000,
000, and for seven years at 1,500,000,000,

A French scientist, Victor Mennier, has
calculated, after eareful inguniries, that
American dentists insert about £450,000
worth of gold snnnallx into the teeth of
their customers. The Scientific American
says that, making allowances for the in-
crease of population, in less than one huun-
dred years American cemeteriea will con-
tain a largeramount of gold than now exists
fu France.

—_—————pef—— - -

THE CROWS OF PENN YAN,
mege———————

Landlord Ross Relates Incidents Showing
Their Amazing Intelligence.
Hammondsport Letter in New York Suan.

“I hate to introduce a subject that may
seem stale and hackneyed,” said landlord
Ross at the last meeting of the Fairchild
House Circle, “but as farmer Adsit Bailey
is bere this evening, and knows a whole Jot
about it. I would like to say a few words
on it, and hear something o{ farmer Bai-
ley’s experience on the same. The subject I
wonld like to sunggest is the crow.”

“Old Crow?” inquired bouorary member
Haior John D. Williams, of Elmira.

“Incidentally,”said landlord Ross. “Bat
principaily the common, every-day, great
American erow. | have had something on
W mind about the crow for a long time.

hile it basn’t kept me awake as much
nights as some members of this circle have,
Ihaveyearned torenmpnmonshtr in its pos-
session. Feeling that farmer Buailey may
have a similar bnrden on his mind, I am
willing to-night to swap mine for his, even
up. if it be the pleasare of the cirele.”

It being the pleasure of the circle, land-
lord Ross proceeded:

“Maybe crows are smarter nowadays
than they wore when | lived on the farm
down back of Penn Yan, but if they are it
doesn’t seem to me that they bave the wavs
of showing it they ¢id then, I don't know
whether the crow 1sa friend of thefarmeror
not, as some folks elaim he is. but we found
out down back of Penun Yan tbat the farmer
had to be the friend of the crow. We never
tried but one season to show the crow that
the best thing he could do would be to
make himseolf scarce aronnd our premises,
Once was enough for us. After we
got our corn planted that season we
noticed that the crows seemied to
be enjoying themselves wmore than
usual 1n the field, and 80 we
went to work and stufled four or tive suits
of old clothes and stood 'em around the
field to scare the crows away. Scarecrows

of that kind bad always worked fivst cluss

all over the country, from Maine to Texas,
and, of course, we thought - wonld set-
tie the corn on our :
and all. 1 wasa trifle su
down to the field mnext
crows than ever there, and
3°lmkﬂiahnu.l lOtIOik 'dlo‘nehl;.thm
runk. n't luoke nga ng
sight when I discovered thatthe searecrows
bad becn stripped of theirclothes, and the
clothes had been distributed aroaud among
the crows. | couldn’t imagine what in Sam
Hill the crows were doing with those old
rags, until I approached a little closer.
What I discovered then was enough to stag-
ger much older and experien persons
than I. The crows had torn the old elothes
up and made them into bags, aud they were
filling the bags with corn and mqing it
off Ly the peck!

“Weil, of course, we found that it
wouldn’t do to play into the bands of the
ercws like that, so we tried another plan to
scare them, one that had been successful
every where else since corn was vlanted.
Woe hired some boys to go to another lo-
cality where crows dida't seem to
be as smart as ours were and trap us
& dozen or two crows. We strang these
dead crows by their heels around our field,
to give vur smart crows the impression that
the dead crows had been caugit that way
in fooling around our premises, and that
they hetter take warning and keep
away. Before noon that day ourcrows had
removed every one of those dead crows
from the strings they hung on, and every
time they dug up a hill of corn they buried
a crow where the corn had been, until they
had given decent burial to the whole lot of
dead crows we had hnng up as a warning.

“That was a little disappointing, and we
concluded to surrender to the crows,
when some one said we could destroy every
one of them by scattering poisoned corn
thickly over the field. The erows would
eat it, and that would settle 'em. Wo
soaked a lot of corn in poison, and scattered
1t broadcast over the field. The crows
came down on it in dne time, and I hid be-
hind a fence to see ’em drop over and give
their last kick. I had vatched 'em a while
before I noticed that every crow, after eat-
ing a few grains of corp, would reach his
head back under his wing and keep it there
for a few secomds. They ate, and ate, and
ate the poisoned corn. but not a blamed
cyow tumbled over or made any sign of
even feeling bad. 1 got mad by and by
and jumped up and rau into the tield. The
crows took their time in flying away, but
every time one would raise its wings in
flight something would drop from them. I
investigated it, and found that it was
sprigs of wild mouostard the crows were
dropping. 1 counldn’t understand it for =
while, but then the whole thing burst on
me, The mustard was an antidote to
the poison, of course, and the crows had
brought 1t along with them so they
could eat a little of it now and then and get
away with the poisoned corn and show
their smartness. I don’t think I ever heard
of crows quite as smart as them crows
down back of Penn Yan were.”

“It might have been some of them same
crows that I had a little experience with
once np on my farm,” saird farmer Bailey.
“] had been bothered some for two or three
seasons by crows, and scare-crows nor
nothin’ seemed to do’em any good. The
next season I was trying to conjume up
something that would kind o’ keep crows
shy of my place, when a neighbor of mine
sald to me:

“*T'll tell you what to do’ he says.
‘There ain’t anytking mean about crows.
All they want is something to eat, an’ they
will go wherever they think you've got the
best. Now, all {on’vo got to do is to fence
off one corner of your corn-field and plant
it pretty thick. The crows will think
you've put in something vor‘y; special and
choice in that corner, and they'll put all
their time in on that piece, and the rest of
your field is yours.’ :

“That sounded the reasonablest kind, and
I fenced off a nice corner in my field, and
planted it thick with corn., Sure enough,
the crows all went to work on that corner,
and I was feeling good until I was going by
the field one day. I almost fell down, the
discovery I made was so amazing. Them
cussed crows had moved that corner fence
back so that it took in more than four
acres.of the field I had calculated on as be-
ing mine, and had pre-empted the whole
buginess. I wouldn't say itive that
them crows were the same lot that was
}u;ﬁk of Penn Yan, but it looks like it, don’t

t

“S0 it does,” said honorary member Maj.
John D. Williams, of Elmira. “And now
let’s discuss Old Crow.”

This the circle promptly proceeded to do,

——— &

FASHION'S VAGARIES,

 ——
There is a rage for the golden tints, both

in eveniug dress and millinery.
Many of the imported bouse toilets for
antumn are ribbon-trimmed,and none of the

ribbons are wide.

Rich striped corded ribbons, finished at
one edge with small silk tags, is a popular
trimming for fall materials,

Navy blue is a very fashionable color,
and it will appear among many of the styl-
ish street and carrnage dresses dnq’ug the
present season.

Skirts of walking dresses are sl
shorter than they were, a_lneve.]m.
and bouffant, bonnets a trifle larger
shoes less pointed.

Although the jetted wrap is less popular
than a season or two ago, yet ve
handsome zarments are gamiuhe:f wia
beaded nets and jets,

Beautiful Greek tea-gowns are made of
cream-white very sheer woolen combined
with cream armure silk with polka-dotted
stripes in white satin.

Yokes are as much used for wraps as for
dress waists, and are often covered with
rich devices in passementerie, Others are
framed in feather bands.

The princesse dress finds increasing favor,
but it must be borne in mind that the pol-
onaise does not look so well under an out-
of-door jacket as a skirt which does not
open up the front.

Most of the demi-season wraps are fin-
jshed with a Medicis collar of velvet. Os-
trich feather trimming also edgess t
many of the dressy half-fitting capes which
have but lately appeared.

Some new very fine French flannels “both
lain and fancy, are exhibited, designed
or princess wrappers, easy gowns and ten-

nis suits. Some of these show fine ara-
besquea of rich coloring over neutral
grounds,

Foundation skirts are cut scantand quite
plain in front in order that the double one
may fit properly. This, as a rule, consists
of one or two straight breadths drawn back
over the hips or slightly draped by means
of a few plaits and falling down in easy
folds at the back.

New French redingotes appear,

for autumn teas and dinners, which have
slightly open-throated corsages, lace
fraises, and shight draperies on the hips.
There are pointed puffs on the shoulders of
the close coat sleeves, folds of silk c:wlinf
the waist below the bust, and rich lace ruf-
tles at the wrists,

Black gowns are always in good taste
provided they are of goza material and
well fitting. In spite of thetaste for bright
colors, which has very manifest of
late, it 18 observed at many of the more
fashionable gatherings, races, garden par-
ties, and the like, that a large number of
black teilets wero present.

Embroideries continue to be a mark of
exclusive elegance—that is, _em-
broideries on rich garments, The pointed
demi-decolletes bodices of evening dresses
are embroidered, sometimes in a single de-
sign on the front, regen«_d on each balf of
the back; others having a fine Venetian
bordering along all the edges, or simply &
narrow vine on each side of the eyelet-
i::ol? in the back, for most are isced at the

ack.

Another fashion is that for odd bits of
jewelry. Fauoy jewels are worn in pro-
fusion, and it is said that the custom of
wearing them during the day is spreading
in Paris, gvhere hitherto they have been
moatly r&er\'ed for evening. Their dis-
play 1n the morning has been i A
the greatest of solecisms i1n dress, Now,
under pretext of fasbionable necessity for
bonnet-pins, buckles, slides, chatelasines
and bangles, gold and gems sre freoly
worn. It is said, however, that *‘diamonds
are still an exception, and are kept for
special wear,”

htly
igh
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EE—
Moral Differences in Robbery.
sSpringficld Republican.

The old way was to invade and conquer
the nowlﬁ accessible parts of the babitable
ﬁ‘lt{be. and then tight over theirdistribution.

his was the way in Amerioa, jpvasion
gave to England India. The new way is to
peacefully divide the pew land in-
vasion, and war upon no one,

“some other people” to which the new land
roally belor gs, are foolish enough to
to the division. The new wa

s
than the old. and it is England’s iam
| she has led the other nations inte ik




